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was aching, and the ward throbbed with great waves
of heat.

From behind her back she produced a flat parcel tied
up with a piece of faded ribbon.

"Look!"

Wrapped in layers of tissue paper was a soggy card-
board box.

"Open it."

I pulled off the crumpled lid. The box was full of
home-made chocolates. Some were wrapped in a zinc-
coloured paper; others lay greasy and naked, oozing
on to the mottled cardboard.

" It's a present," she said. " My mother sent them
from Palestine."

" But you mustn't give me this."

"Why not?"

" You must keep them for yourself."

" Oh, no. I have given it you for a present because
you are leaving."

"I really . . ."

"Please keep them. It was my mother who made
them herself. I know she would have liked you to keep
them."

As I looked up at her pasty, flabby face shining
with sweat and kindness, suddenly I felt mean and
ashamed.

" Thank you very much indeed. You are wonder-
fully good."

" Your name is Robin, isn't it? "

"Yes."

- "Mine is Miriam.    I am a Jew.    Did you guess
that?1'

"Yes, I did/'

Looking at the chocolates, I thought of the woman